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Grayson Harkess hated his job.

He used to love his job, used to love
getting up each morning, going into work, and feeling like he was
doing some actual good in the world.

And then he’d arrested the wrong socialite’s
kid. Grayson had hauled his smug little ass in and refused to
listen to the whole “Do you have any idea who my father is?”
speech that had progressed into a rousing rendition of “You have
no idea what kind of mistake you’ve just made!”

It wasn’t anything he hadn’t heard before.
He had been threatened in numerous and sometimes majestic
ways since he’d gotten his shield and worked his way up through the
ranks. He was used to that kind of thing and had let all of the
kid’s spluttering anger roll off of his back like water on a
duck.

Come to find out the kid had been telling
the truth.

Huh.

Who knew, right?

Well except, apparently, the entire precinct
and all of the people he’d spent the last four years working with
had known. All of them had watched him book the kid without even
twitching in his direction like they were interested in
helping him save his own ass. So much for loyalty and all that
shit.

Grayson had realized pretty soon afterwards
that arresting the local congressman’s pride and joy on a drunk and
disorderly was a really quick and efficient way to get his ass
busted back down to dealing with traffic violations.

Still he’d stuck to his guns and had refused
to apologize for doing his job. That kid had been wasted and
belligerent and had deserved to spend the night in the drunk tanks.
Thanks to that he’d spent an hour and a half getting reamed out by
Captain Dyson and then was told to report for traffic duty on
Monday. On top of all that no one in the bullpen had been able to
look him in the eye afterwards.

Grayson had tried not to be bitter about
that in the beginning, but he was self-aware enough to realize he’d
failed at that one.

Instead he’d embraced his bitterness and
took a kind of vicious glee in writing parking tickets for each and
every asshole with a badge he could find in violation of any of the
numerous and sometimes vague parking laws he knew. It didn’t matter
if they could get out of it easily or not, or if they shot him
dirty looks in the locker room and muttered darkly behind his back.
It wasn’t like any of them would even attempt to step up to
him, and getting the tickets cleared would still cost them ten
minutes of their lives they’d never get back.

To Grayson that made it worthwhile.

His sister had been properly outraged on his
behalf and had then told him he was being a petty bitch with the
tickets. She’d also sounded reluctantly amused so he’d counted that
as a win too.

That didn’t change the fact that he hated
being stuck on traffic again, hated the fact that he’d worked his
ass off to get where he’d been only to get busted back down the
ranks for doing his fucking job.

But ‘them’s the breaks’ as they say
and there wasn’t anything he could really do at the moment except
for quit and try to find another city somewhere that would hire
him.

That would require him to sell his house and
move though, which he absolutely refused to do. The house he lived
in had been his grandparents and Grayson had poured more time,
money, and energy into fixing it up than some people did into
marriages or their children.

They’d pry the deed and keys to that place
out of his cold, dead hands. Even then Grayson was half convinced
he’d find a way to stick around and haunt the place afterwards.

That meant relocating was out and playing
the long game was all he really had left. He hated traffic duty,
but it was all he had. He’d worked too hard to be a cop and he
wasn’t eager to give that up, even if it meant getting stuck with
shit assignments.

It wouldn’t last forever.

Grayson would, in the meantime, just bide
his time and write an excessive amount of parking tickets in
revenge. He’d be so damn good at it his captain would have no
choice but to put him back where he was in a few months when
everything finally blew over and the congressman forgot he
existed.

But that meant Grayson would still be stuck
in khaki panted, yellow-polo shirted hell for a while.

Needless to say, he hated, loathed,
his job at the moment.

Even if he did kind of enjoy giving out
tickets more than he remembered.

A whole lot more.

Probably had something to do with the fact
that he was giving the majority of them out to other cops instead
of someone who might actually be inconvenienced for longer than ten
minutes by one.

He’d always hated the look on some people’s
faces when he handed them a ticket. Especially the sad ones. He’d
always dealt with the angry yelling and name calling that came with
ticketing people just fine. But the ones who looked like they might
cry? Or the ones that actually did cry?

They always made him uncomfortable.

Writing tickets out for other cops was so
much better and it helped him work out some of his more … dangerous
levels of rage and bitterness.

Plus Grayson had been told by the psych
department at the academy that finding healthy outlets for his
emotions was an important part of being a cop for an extended
period of time.

So it was like therapy really.

His instructors at the academy would be so
proud.

Well, probably not. But he’d graduated years
ago so he didn’t actually have to worry about them anymore.

Thank God for small favors.

****

The jaunty little black sports car was
double parked outside of the corner coffee shop and practically
begged to be ticketed. Grayson didn’t recognize it as
belonging to anyone he knew on the force and while he normally
tried to cut people some slack, he couldn’t actually ignore this
one.

He’d just tucked the ticket beneath the
windshield wiper of the car and had turned to walk away when he
heard the bell above the shop’s door ring.

“Wait, I’m here! Please don’t give me a
ticket.” A hoarse, thick voice called out behind him.

Grayson turned, fully prepared to ignore
whatever lame excuse this guy gave him, only to feel his breath
catch in his chest and his heart skip a beat.

The stranger was about Grayson’s height,
long limbed and lean, obviously fit even with the way the oversized
and what had to be the ugliest sweater Grayson had ever seen
bagged on him. He had wild black hair and thick, black framed
glasses that sat askew on his face but couldn’t hid the large, dark
eyes that stared back at Grayson.

The guy, for all of his inability to park a
car, was gorgeous.

And he was also obviously, painfully,
sick.

The tip of his nose was red, his dark eyes
were undercut with even darker circles, and he was pale. The guy’s
full, red mouth, something Grayson had a hard time not staring at,
was drawn down in a tight, distressed frown.

“Uh.” Grayson was at a loss for words for a
second before he managed to get his thoughts in order. “You’re
double parked.” He pointed towards the shabbily parked car and
watched as the guy winced and rubbed at the back of his head
sheepishly.

“Yeah. I don’t normally do that kind of
thing, but I’ve been kind of sick as you can probably tell…” The
guy trailed off and gestured toward his body with a sweep of long
fingered hands. It took all of the restraint Grayson had not to
give him another once over because that way lay danger and extreme
levels of unprofessionalism.

“If you’re that sick you shouldn’t be
driving. You’re lucky double parking is the only thing you’re
getting a ticket for if you’re that out of it.” Grayson felt like a
dick as soon as he said it, but he also knew it was a valid point.
No matter how sexy the guy was, if he wasn’t functioning enough to
drive safely then he had no business driving at all. Grayson knew
he wouldn’t tear up the ticket and let the guy off like he wanted
to because he had seen too many accidents to let that kind of shit
fly.

To his credit the guy winced and kind of
shuffled in place in a way that Grayson, as both an adult and a
fully certified police officer, refused to admit was cute.

“You’re right. I just … well I got called in
and it was an emergency. It was only supposed to take ten minutes
at the most, but you know how that kind of thing goes. A ten minute
job turns into twenty, and then turns into an hour.” The man
shrugged helplessly even as his face flushed. The pale arch of his
cheeks went red in a way that made Grayson want to bundle him up in
a blanket and tuck him in to the nearest bed so he could get some
sleep.

“Look Mister …” Grayson trailed off
meaningfully, well aware that it was the oldest trick in the book
and that he was fishing for the guy’s name for completely
unprofessional reasons despite his earlier resolve.

“Hill. Luke Hill. And you are?” The newly
named Luke smiled brightly as he turned the situation back on
Grayson and stared at him expectantly.

“You can call me Officer Harkess.” Grayson
replied smoothly, thankful for the large sunglasses that hid his
eyes and for the way his voice stayed steady and smooth. Luke had a
gorgeous smile that wasn’t dimmed even with how sick he was or the
current situation. “And you’re still getting that ticket.”

“No, no that’s fine. You’re right. I’ve got
no business driving. I should’ve told Marianne it would have to
wait.” Luke reached over and plucked the ticket out from beneath
his windshield wiper and waved it in the air between them. “I’ll
pay the ticket and I’ll get someone else to drive me home.”

“Good.” Grayson nodded decisively and took a
step back toward the direction of his car. “I’ve got to get back to
my route. You have a good day and watch that parking in the
future.”

“Oh I will.” Luke gave him a two fingered
casual wave that Grayson returned before he turned completely and
made his way back to his car.

He allowed himself to take one last look at
Luke when he was safely inside the car, door shut and belt on. He
took in the way Luke’s hair looked like someone had tunneled their
fingers through it in a fit of passion and the way the sleeves of
his sweater hung down over his hands, and then shook himself out of
his daze.

The guy was cute and so completely Grayson’s
type it was ridiculous. Especially with how he managed to look
miserable, disheveled, and tempting all at the same time in a way
that was almost criminal.

Grayson pushed Luke out of his mind, put the
car into drive, pulled back out onto the street, and set out for
the rest of his rounds with determination. He was just an
attractive stranger that Grayson had written a ticket and would
probably never see again. It had happened before and would happen
again.

It wasn’t a big deal and nothing would come
out of it, so Grayson just needed to not dwell on it. Something
else would come along and grab his attention. Then he’d forget all
about the guy.

That was the way it always went.

****

Unfortunately that wasn’t how it went
because Grayson couldn’t seem to forget Luke. He found his mind
wandering in Luke’s direction at random times during his next few
shifts.

He wondered if the guy had shaken the cold
that had obviously had a grip on him, wondered if he’d paid the
parking ticket already. He even took the time and wondered if it’d
be at all possible to casually bump into Luke sometime when he was
off shift and be able to test the waters freely.

He managed to restrain the urge to look Luke
up, to dig into the guy’s past and the reason why he looked so
familiar. It was a cop’s instinct, but it was also something that
Grayson was completely and utterly aware could and often did look
creepy to outsiders and people not used to the mentality most cops
had. So he’d always done his best to restrain the urge to
investigate people he met casually in settings that didn’t actually
pertain to the job.

Nobody liked
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